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dahibiyeh (sailing ship) on the Nile, said to me, "I
am waiting for the Englishman, Where is Mr. Church-
ward? " Whenever I went to Sheikh All Jussuf or any
other important friend I always preferred that costume.

Matheson Lang happened to be touring South Africa
about this time, and he invited me to do some work
for him at Durban, in Natal. My last few weeks in Africa
were occupied in painting the scenes for The Scarlet
Pimpernel.

When it came to booking for Jeddah, the harbour
which serves Mecca, I found steamer connections between
South Africa and Arabia about as bad as they could
be. Clerks in maritime offices told me that I might
perhaps wait years ere a direct ship left for that sea-
port, and having consulted several intelligent Indians,
I was advised the best, safest and quickest route passed
via Bombay.

"Go there," experienced Hajis told me. "From
India dozens of ships reach Jeddah/'

The Kaiser, a German liner, was the next vessel
leaving Port Natal for Hindustan and I decided to take
a ticket. Entering the agent's offices I asked for a
passage, and learnt from an apologetic clerk that small-
pox had broken out on board. " It is because we import
Indian labourers for the sugar plantations/' explained
my informer. "As soon as fumigation is over, the
boat will be cleaner than any other in the trade/'

Perhaps it showed my unsophistication, but I took
this man's word for it and arranged to sail in the Kaiser.
I gave Matheson Lang his scenery, settled certain